4I2         THE  MEMOIRS  OF JACQUES   CASANOVA
'Seiior, here is my daughter, but I do not know you, and
I do not know if my daughter cares to go to the ball.'
clf you will allow me, father, I should be only too happy
to go.5
'Do you know this gentleman?5
CI have never seen him before, and I doubt if he has ever
seen rue.5
The man then asked my name and address, and promised
me an answer by dinner-time. When he appeared, it was to
tell me that his daughter accepted my invitation, but that
lier mother would accompany her, and would remain in the
carriage.
cShe can do as she likes,5 I said; cbut I fear she will be
cold.5
'She will have a cloak,3 he answered.
He then told me he was a cobbler by trade.
cln that case,5 said I, £I will beg you to measure me for a
pair of shoes/	4
'That I cannot do, as I am an hidalgo (nobleman), and
in measuring any one I should be obliged to touch their
foot, and that would degrade me.5
'Well, will you at least mend my boots?5
'Certainly, and will return them as good as new; but I
see there is a great deal to do to them, it will cost you five
francs.5
I assured him I thought this exceedingly cheap; he bowed
profoundly, and left me.
Next day I sent a mercer with dominoes, masks, and
gloves to the gentleman-cobbler5s house, but was careful not
to show myself till it was time to fetch my partner. I hired
a good carriage, to hold four. The bright colour in the
girl's cheeks betrayed her pleasurable anticipations. We all
three got into the carriage, the mother wrapped in an enor-
mous cloak; but it was not until we were alone that my
pretty parega told me she was called Dona Ignazia. We
danced minuets and country dances until ten o'clock, when
we went to supper, talking very little, for I knew hardly any

